IP PS ASSES 


Ne A 
r „ 


EY — 


1 


Dragon of Wantley. 
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The Ds AGON. 
Moors, of Moore-Hall, a valiant Knight, in love 
with Margery. 


CHORUS of 


SO EN E, that Part of Yorxsning next RoTHERAMs 


. 
SCENE I. A Rural Preſpet, 
| CHUHORUSK 
LY, xzcighbours fly, 
The Dragon's nigh, 
Save, fave your lives, and fly; 
Away, away, 


| 


Fer if you ftay 
Sure as @ gun you die. 5 Fly, E.. [Excunt. 
[ The Dragon creſſes the ftage- 
SCENE, A Hall. 


Gubbins, Mauxalinda, and Chorus. 
C5. What wretched havock does this Dragon 
make 
Fe fucks at nothing for his belly's ſake: 
feeding but makes his appetite the ftronger ; 
fie l eat us all if he bides here much longer? 


. 


Peer children three, 
Dewoured be, 

That could not with bim grapple ; 
Hind at one ſup 
He eat ther: up, 


-4 


Nymyhs and Swains. 


„ 


PERSONA 


Gaffer Gunn1xs, Father to Margery. 
MARGERY, in love with Moore. 


MAUXALINDA, his caſt-off Miſtreſs, 


— 


CHORUS 
Houſes and churches, 
To bim are geeſe and turkies. 
To them Margery. 
Marg. O father! father! as our noble *ſquirg 
Was ſat at breakfaſt by his parlour fire, 
With wife and children, all in pleaſant tattle, 
The table ſhook, the cups began to rattle; 
A diſmal noiſe was heard within the hall ; 
Away they flew, the Dragon ſcar'd them all: 
He drank up all their coffee at a ſup, 
And next devour'd theis toaſt and butter up, 
A I 
But to bear the children mutter, 
Men they'd !oftl their taaſt and butter, 
And to fee my lady moan ! 
Ob ! *trwwould melt a heart of fene? 
Here the "ſquire with ſervants wrangling z 
Toere the maids and mifireſs janglings 
Ard the pretty bungry dears, 
tagetber by the ears, 
Scrembling for a barley-cate ; 
Ob! "tevould make one's beart to ale 
But to bear, tee. 


very modifh, ſure, and nice js ; 
erifis ? 


Cub. This Dragon 


A. one would cet en apples | 
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Marg. A thought, to quell him, comes into my 
head; 
No way more proper — than to kill him dead. 
Cub. Oh! miracle of wiſdom; rare ſuggeſtion ! 
But how, or who to do it? that's the queſtion. 
Marg. Not far from hence there lives a valiant 
knight, 
A man of proweſs great, and mickle might: 
He has done deeds St. Gegyge, himſelf, might 
brag on ! * | 
Maux. This very man is he ſhall kill the Dragon. 
a: Ms" 
He's a man ev ry inch, I affure yon, 
Stout, vigorous, ative and tall; 
There's none can from danger ſecure you, 
Like brave gallant Mocre of Moore-Hall. 
Ns giant or knight ever quell d him, 
e fills all their hearts with alarms; 
No virgin yet ewe him, 
But wiſh'd berſelf claſp'd in 
ee 


Let's po to bis dwelling, 
With yelping and velling, 
And te!ll bim a ſerrewful ditty ; 
Who knows but the knight, 
With this Dragon may fight, 
F be has but @ morſel of pity. 
SCE N E, Moore Hall. 
Moore and bis Companions. 
NMeore. Come, friends, let's circulate the chear- 
ful glaſs; 
Let each true toper toaſt his favourite laſs. 
Sound all your inſtruments of joy, and play: 
Let's drink and fing, and paſs the time away. 
*& 3 
Zeno, Plato, Ariftotle, 
All were lovers cf the bottle; 
Poets, painters, and muſicians, 
Chburchmen, lawyers, and phyſicians, 
Ail admire a pretty laſts 
All require a chearful glaſs. 
Every pleaſure has its ſeaſon, 
Love and drinking are ns treaſon. 
9 Zeno, Ec. 
Finer Gubbins, Margery, Manxalinda, and cthers. 
CHORUS 
O ſawe us all! 
Moore of Mocre-Hall ! 
Or elſe this curſed Dragon 
Will plurder cur houſes, 
Our daughters and ſpouſes, 
And leave us the devil a rag en. 
A 1 N. | 
Marg. [Riſing.] Gentle knight! all knights exceed- 
Pink of proweſs and good breeding, [ izg, 
Let a wirgin's tears inſpire thee; 
Let a maiden's bluſhes fire thee, 
Fer my fatber and my mother, 
For my fifler ard my brother, 
Fer :y friends that fland before thee, 
Thus I ſue thee, thus implore thee; 
Ts 1 hiſs thy valiant garment, 
Humbly boping there's no harm int. 
 Meere. { Ajide.] Her looks ſhoot thro' my foul, 
her cyes ſtrike fire; 
I'm all a conflagration of actire ! 
Te ber.] Fair maid, I grant whatever you can aſk ; 
The deed is done, when once you name the talk, 
Marg. The Dragon, Sir! the Dragon! 
Atcore. Say no more, 
You ſoon ſhall ſee him welt'ring in his gore. 
Marg. Moſt mighty Moore! do but this Dragon 
All that we have is wholly at vour will, | kill, 


his arms, 


[Exeunt. 
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Moore. The only bounty I require is this, 
That thou may'ſ fire me with an ardent kiſs; 
That thy ſoft hands may noint me over night, 


And dreſs me in the morning ere I fight. 


N 8 
Marg. If that's all you aft, 
= ſaveereft, © 
ly feateſt, 
Compleateſt, 
And neateſt, 
Ti proud of the taſt. 
Of love take your ＋ 
Paſt meaſure, 
Sole ſpring of my pleaſurgy 
A long as you will, 
Maux. [ Over-bearing.] A forward lady! ſhe 
grows fond apace ; 
But I ſhall catch her in a proper place, 
Moore. Leave her with me; conclude the Dra- 
gon dead: | | 
If I don't maul the dog, I'll loſe my head. 
{ Al? go off but Moore and Margery, 
. 
Moore. Let my deareſt be near me. 
Marg. Til ever be near thee. 
Moore. To warm me, to chear me. 
Marg. To wvarm thee, to chear thee. 


Moore. To fire me, in{pire me. 
5 7 


Marg. To fire thee, inſpire thee. 
Both, With kiſſes and ale. 


Moore. Your fears I'll abslifþ. 
Marg. This Dragon demoliſh. 
Moore. I'll work bim. 

Marg. Aye, work him, 

Moore, I/ jerk him. 

Marg. Aye, jerk bim. 

Both. From mefiril to tail. 
Moore leads eff Margery; Mauxalinda enters, ard 
pulls him back by the ſleeve, 

Manx. O villain! monſter! devil! baſely baſe! 
How can you dare to look me in the face! 
Did you not ſwear laſt Chriſtmas we ſhould marry? 
Oh! *tis enough to make a maid miſcarry ! 
Witneſs this piece of fix-pence, certain token 
Of my true heart, and your falſe promiſe broken, 
Moore. The devil's in the woman! what's the 
matter? 
Manx. Now you inſult me; time was you cov: 
flatter, . 
Moore. Upon my ſoul, I don't know what yc 
mean | 
Maux. Don't you know Margery of Roth'ran 
N ſcore. Not J, upon my honour, [ Green 
Marg. — That's a lye. 
What, do you think I've neither ear nor eye? 
Villain! 1 will believe my eyes and ears! 
She whom vou kiſs'd, and call'd ten thouſand des 
| Sings, mocking] Let my deareſt be near me, &c. 
Miore. | Ajfide.] By Jove! I'm blown, Zgunc: 
how came this about? 
However, I'm reſolv'd to ſtand it out. 
1% Meux.] I only out of policy was civil; 
But, 'faith, I hate her, as I hate the devil, 
You're all 1 value, witneſs this cloſe hug, 
I'm your's, and only your's 
Aaux. Ah, coaxing pug ! 
Moore, My pretty Mauxy, pri'ythee dont 
jealous ! | 
Maux. Dear me ! vod men are ſuch bewitc" 
fellows ; * 
You ſteal into our hearts by fly degrees, : 
Then make poor girls believe juſt what you ples 
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A 1 X. 
Moore. By the beer as browns gs berry, 
By the eyder and the 2 
Which ſo oft bas made us merry, 
With a by dun, bs down derry. 
Mauvxalinda's TI remain; | 
True blue will never flain. 
Maux. But do you really love me? 
Moore. By this kiſs, 
By raptures paſt, and hopes of future bliſs. 
r 
Pigs Hall not be 
So fond as we; 
Ne will cut-cov the turtleedove, 
Fondly toying, 


Still enjoying, 
he Sporting ſparrows we'll cut- live. 
* —— X. — 
* 1 II. 
- SCENE, 4 G.... 
* Margery ſous. 
I &A 1 


URE my fays will burſt with ſobbing, 
8 And my heart quite crack with tbrebbing. 
My poor eyes are red as ferrets, 
And I han't a grain of ſpirits. : 
0 I wwou'dn't for any money, 
This wile beaft ſhould kill my honey. 
Better kiſs me, gentls knight, 
Than with Dragons fierce to fight, 
To her Moore. 
Mae. My Madge! my honey-ſuckle in the 
dumps! 
Marg. Put your hand here, and feel my heart 
how't thumps. 
Aſcere. Good lack-a-day ! how great a palpitation ! 
ard Tel! me, my dear, the cauſe of this vexation. 
Marg. An ugly dream has put me in a fright; 
aſe! | dreamt the Dragon flew my gentle knight: 
If ſuch a thing ſhould happen unto thee, 
O miſerable, miſerable Margery ! | 
Moore. Don't fright thyſelf with dreams, my girl, 
ne'er fear him, 
In work his buff if ever I come near him. 
I've ſuch a ſuit of ſpiked armour bought, 
Bears, lions, dragons, it ſets all at nought:“ 
In which, when I'm equipp'd, my Madge ſhall ſee, 
Nl ſcare the dragon, not the dragon me. 
But time grows ſhort, I muſt awhile away. 
Aarg. Make haſte, my dear! 
ILore. My duck ! 1 will not ſtay. 
Enter Mauxlinda to Margerv. 
Maux. So, Madam! have I found you at laſt! 
> You now ſhall pay full dear for ail that's paſt. 
Were you as fine as e'er wore filk or ſattin, 


[ Exit. 
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Marg. Lauk! what a monſtrous tail our cat has 
got ! 5 
Maux. Nay, if you brave me, then you go to pot. 
Come, bodkin, come! take Mauxalinda's part, 
And ſtab her hated rival to the heart. 
[ Goes to kill Margery, fhe fewooms. 
Enter Moore, and takes away the Bedkin. 
Moore. Why, what the devil is the woman doing? 
Maux, To put an end to all your worthip's 
wooing. 
Moore. "Tis well I came, before the whim went 
further; 
Had I ſtaid longer, here had ſore been murder. 
This curſed jade has thrown the girl in fits ! 
How do'ſt, my dear? { Margery recovers. 
Marg. Frighted out of my wits! 
Moore. But fear her not, for by her own confeſ- 
I'll bind her over to the quarter-ſeflion. Len, 
A IX. 
Mavx. O give me net up to the law, 
Id much rather beg upon crutebes; 
Once in a ſoliciter s pati, 
You never get out of bhᷣ clutches. 
Marg. Come, come, forgive her ! 
Meore., Here my anger ends. 
Marg. And ſo does mine. 
Moore. Why, then, let's buſs and friends. 


LX. rouud. 


TZ 1 
Maarx. 0þ! betu eaſy is a womany 
Horo deluding are you men |! 
Oh ! how rave to find a true man, 
Nos jo oft as one in ten! 
Moore. O! b:wv charming is a w:imang 
Form'd to captivate us men ! 
Yet ſo eager to ſubdue man, 
Fer each cne ſbe covers ten. 
Marg. Let's reward them as they treat ut, 
Women prove fincere as men; 
But if they deceive and cheat us, 
Let us een cheat them again. 
Omnes. Let's reward them as they treat ut, &c. 
Enter Gubbins. 
Cub. Now, now, or never, ſave us, valiant Moore! 
The Dragon's coming, don't you hear him roar? 
Moore. Why let him roar his heart out, 'tis ne 
matter : 
Stand clear, my friends, this is no time to chatter, 
Gub. Here, take your ſpear. 
Acore. I ſcorn ſword, ſpear, or dart ; 
I'm arm'd completely in a valiant heart 
But firſt I'll drink, to maka me ſtrong and mighty, 
Six quarts of ale, and one of aqua vitæ. 
Fill, fill, fil a mighty flagoon, 
Tben I'll kill this monſtrous Dragon, 
CHORUS 
Fill, fll, fill the mighty flaggen, 
Xii, kill, kill this manſerous Dragon. [Exeunt. 


* 9 . — th 
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[Dricks. 


1 ges I'd beat your harlot's brains out with my patten, 
Kc Pefore vou ſhall delude a man of mine. 
unc A1irg. Who, in the name of wonder, made him 
thine? 
Maux. D'ye laugh, you minx! I'll make you 
: change your note, 
Or drive your grinning grinders down your throat. 
DUST O 
223 gipſeys : 
9 C Jure 1, 
don't Or non ie ipſe, 
To chatter ſ. 
- - 
witch Your tes much feeding, 


All rules exceeding 
£973 
Has [poil'd your breedirg 5 
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SCENE I. A rural Preſpect near the Dragon Des-. 
| Enter Moore in Armour, ard Margery. 

| 1 E buſs, dear Margery, and then away. 

Marg. I cannot go, my love! 
You muſt not ſtay. 
Get up, ſweet wench, get up in yonder tree, 
And there ſecurely you may hear and ſge, 

| { Margery gets up into the tree. 
Come, Mr. Dragon, or by Jove IU fetch you; 

1'il trim your raical s jacket, if I catch you, 


Cort. 


4 Tus DRAGON or WANTLEY.. 


A 1 R. 
\Magre. Dragon, Dragon, thus I dare thee ; 
Soon to atoms thus I'!] tear thee; 
Thus thy inſolence ſubdue, 
But regarding where my dear is, 
Then, alas! 7 feel what fear is, 
Sweeteſt Margery, for you. 
Dragon roars- 

Moore. It is not ſtrength that always wins; 
Good wit does ſtrength excel. 
Confound the raſcal how he grin 
Tu creep into this well. [ Gets into the woll. 

Emer Dragon, and goes to the well. 

Dragon. What naſty dog has got into the well, 

Diſturbs my drink, and makes the water ſmell. 
| [Moore pops up bis bead, and cries boh ! 
A 1 X. 


Dragon. 0b, ho! Mr. Moore, 
You ſon of a whore, 
T wiſp I'd known your tricks before. 
[ Moore gets out of the well, encounters the Dra- 
gon, and kills bim by a kick on the backſide. 
Dragon. Oh! oh! oh! 
[Dies. 


The devil take your toe. 

0 To bim Margery, in a rapture. 
Marg. Oh, my champion! how d'ye do? 
Moore. Oh, my charmer! how are you? 
Marg. Very well, thank you. 

MWeore. I'm ſo too. 


Your eyes were livid, and your cheeks were pale, 


But now you look as briſk as bottled ale. 
Give me a buſs. 
Marg. Ah, twenty if you pleaſe, 
Moore. With all my heart, and twenty after the; 
DUETTO, | 
My ſweet boney-ſuckle, my joy and delight, 
I 7 1 s thee al 455 i thee all — bt. 
My deareſt is made of ſuch excellent Puft. 
T think I ſhall never bave kiſſing enough. 
Gul. Moſt mighty Moore, what wonders haft 
thou done 35 
Deftroy'd the Dragon, and my Margery won. 
The loves of this brave knight, and my fair daughs 
In roratorios ſhall be ſung hereafter, Leer, 
Begin your ſongs of joy; begin, begin, 
And rend the welkin with harmonious din: 
| CHORUS 
Sing, ſing, and rorio, 
An oratorio . 
To gallant Morio, 
Of Moore-Hall. 
To Margereenia 
Of Roth'ram Greenia, 
Heauty's bright Queenia, 
4 4 bawl. 
| CHORUS or CHORUSESY 


Omnes. Huzza! 


— "Ik => 


* 


Max. 8 | he” 


| Omnes, Huzza! Huzza! Hurzz! 


